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POETRY.
JMOPSA'S FIRST MOUSE.
2% . By Louella C..Poble.’

h excitement at our housa '
“pdr Mopsa caught a #iouse.

Bafd Tincle Are: “"Our puss is one
“That beats the eat of Whittington!”™
“I.always knew that she would do
Some =plendid thing!" said fond Aunt

.. Jon, x
dphere never was & braver eat,
*Than Mopsa hers, I'm surs of that—

To do all that at seven months old, -
Ele's really worth her weight in goid!

*But Mopsa, thou
Said not a

«- loud,

ch .purr, interprcted, might be:

d friends, you are s0 good to me—
Have given me home and bounteous
< Tood,

T owe vou boundless gratitude:
snceforth there never shall Intrude
hatefu! presence in this houss
A thleviah rat or mnibbling mouse.
But why wag it, the other day :
‘Ymm my ears. drove me away,
and me ‘horrid little eat
WBecauss 1 caught a nice, sleak, fat
$Iround Sparrow, kindly tell me that?
I saw a man vithuu;o“::ng“mm
Kil! many sparows, ° n,’
I heard him say, the wicked thing.
d no one had a word to blame.
sase tell me why, in pity's name,
e is allowed to do all that,
TWhile T a little hungry cat,
hould meet =uch punishment becauss
Y was obeving Nature's laws;
A mouss tastes very good to me—
Likewise a bird, as you can seel”

Could Unele Jules and Tincle Art

And proud Aunt Lou so fond of heart
Have understood our Mopsa's purr,
How puzzied to have answered her
They would have b;-em. I“r:.thu' guess,
For 'twas & poser, T oon 3

‘- —Our Pumb Animals.

she was so proud,
but purred quite

[N

UNCLE JED'S TALK TO WIDE-
AWAKES.

Every 'Wide-Awnak= Jooks up to the
gkr, but dossm’'t see mny sky as men
used to, because it Is all =pace and so
far &8s we know there is no end to
space. Tn old times they did not
know the moon was quarter of a mil-
lion miles away and that the sun (our
ptar) Is ninety-three million wmiles
gway, or that it took light traveling at
the rate of 187,000 miles a second
sipht minutes and twenty seconds to
peach the earth,
= When this was found out iman had
& way of measuring any distance In
gpace, and they found suns llke ours
go far away that it takes 40 years for
the light from them to reach the eartl»
n distance so far [t cannot be express-
é4 In figures so they say it is 40-light
vears' distant. And the nearest star
to us—Alpha Centaur l= distant 2§.-
000,000,000 miles and it takes the Mght
6f 1t 3 1-2 vears to reach the earth.
So when you jook up to the heavens
at night wvou mes the light of suns
twinkling and do not see the suns
trhich make the light.

Our sun is a hundred times bigger
than the earth, and these distant stars
Rre as many times bigger than our sun.
There are big things overhead and
whoever wrote “Twinkle, twinkle lit-
tle star, how I wonder what you are”™
kad not found this out” Thers are
parts of worlds there, and dead worlds,
and oild worids and new worlds, and
worlds being made.

And up In the sky, at a point in the
Milky Way thers i a hole, the star-
gpazers tell us, that Ig two hundred
milllonis of miles wide, anqd the sun
gnd all its planets can pass through it
with safety, and they take a space of
over one hundred and seventy-five
hillion miles.

. Uncle Jed does not know whether a
ray of light can beat electricity in a
race around the world, but it can cover
the distance seven and a half times in
& sscond,

And ‘this sun of ours and all its
Planets makes a journey around
Areturus, a greater sun once in 40,000

“And how do we know the measure

of =pded is correct? Because a great
astronomer figured the'spesad of Venus

SHOULD MAKE A
MILLION FORHIM

CMCINNATI MAN TELLS HOW TO
SHRAIVEL UP CORNS S0
THEY LIFT OUT

of Yantic—Ths
Bobbsey Twins at the Seashore.
—Katherine Gorman, of V
—With Trapper Jim
Woods. ¥
6—Pelaga Kurtz, of TYantic—The
Tong Measure Hunter.
T—John McDowell, of Stopington—
The Boy Scouts With the Alliex in

& Mary G. Lewis, of Stonington—
The Boy Scouts On the Plain.

LETTERS OF ACKNOWLEDGMENT.

Annie Shebitz, of Yantic—I thank
you very much for the: prize book you
sent me entitled, "The y Twins
I have read it
through and found it very Interesting.

Alice Purcell, of Colchester—I1 re-
celyed the prize book you sent entitled
"Water Bables” and find it very iIn-
teresting. Many thanks to Uncle Jed
for all the nice books he has sent me.

Esther Hanasen, of Norwich — I
thank you very much for the prixze
beok you sent me. 1 have read it and
found it very Interesting.

Antoinette Markenwitz, of Baltie—I
thank you very mueh for the prize
boock 1 received from vou. It is the
first time I have tried to win a prize
and [ succeeded,

Katherine Gorman, of Versailles—I
received the nice prize book vou sent
me entitied “Uncla Jim's Bible Stories"
I have read it through and found it
very Interesting. 1 thank you ever
so0 much for it

Pelagea Kurtz, of Tantic—I thank
you for the nice prize book you sent
me. [ have read it through and have
found it very intaresting.

STORIES WRITTEN BY WIDE A-
WAKES

A Visit to a Sugar Plantation.

New Orleans is one of the chief su-
mmlu of the TUnited Statens.
are thousands of of su-

Sar piled up on the wharves and you
can smel]l lttle else as you walk
through the streets near the wharves.

There are vast sugar plantations
near New Orleans. Thsere are scores
of them, some ocontaining one thous-
and acres. Some are so large that
they have railroads upon which to
mend the sugar cane to the factory.

Visitors often take horses and ride
about. There are roads through the
fields. The leaves sometimes in the
right season rise over thelr heads as
thay =it on the horses. Many of the
sugar cane stalks are fifteen feet high.

A feld of sugarcane does not look
uniike a field of eour corn.

Bugar cane is not planted like corn.
It may be planted in either fall or
spring. Pileces of ripe stalks are
placed In furrows about seven feet
lapart. The stalks are laid together,
three being placed side by side. Next,
the soil is thrown over the cane with
a plow. In August the stalks become
as tall as a man. In the middle of
October they are about twice as h
as an average comnstalk. Then
are ready for cutting. Sometime 1
will write about the refining process.

MILDRBDD GRANDY, Age 11.

YTantie.

Nellie's Regret.

“Oh, dear! how sorry I am that I
ever said unkind words to Bertha,
mamma!"” Nellle Smith exclaimed one
day with tears In her eyes.

“If only I had not mald them, I
should not need to feel so wretched
now that Bertha is lying on a sick
bed. If sha shouid get better, how
sorry I shall be all my life long, that
I ever was unkingl to her.”

“You must hope for ihe best. dear,
and try to feel comforted,” replled Mrs.
Smith, soothingly. “Only remember,
aftar this, that the one way to avoid
having unpleasant words recalled, is to
refrain from speaking themn.” Run and
play with Graclie now! There she
comes for you; and remember to do
yvour thinking before you act, anoth-
er time."”

And this is adviece to all who pead
it would do well to follow.

JOSEPH DUGAS, Age 9.

Versailles.

A Disastrous Result of Ceasting.

One afternoon last winter some hoys
invited me to go coasting.

The hill was icy and as it ism on a
state road many teams g0 by there.
The first slide we took was all right,
the donble runner creaking under our
weight as we took the bumper when
we the car track.

After a while a team was golng
down the hill when we started. We
did not see the team until it was too
late. We could not turn out anyway
as it was so icy that we would always
slew.

We bumped the buggy as it was in
the middle of the hill right on the
bhack wheel. It lifted the about
two feet high while the boy who was
steering was knocked sensaless.

It was the end of our coasting for
a whils,

ROLAND MAURICE, Age 12

Baltie. L

~The Four Oxan.’
Four oxen fed together in 3 large

figld. A lion lived near them. ry
day he would trv te catch the oxan.

When the oxen saw they
stood showed their
hemns.

me to eatch them. .

Ona day he kept going nearer and
nearer until he had caught them and
them off to his den, one by
one, and then he ate them.

. RUTH PRAY, Age 10,
Balleuville. . -

Longfellow's House.
One of the most interesting sights of
Cambridge is the home of the poet
Longfellow. It is a spacious old fash-
I Colonial uhu:nl:

ly shaded hills, covered with the ac-

cumulating leaves of ages,

sponges frem which trickle the
streams.

"MARY G. LEWIS, Age 13.
Stonington.

Indian Character.

An Indian was not so dirty
as he I= now. The reason for this is
that while he roamed about in the
wilderness he could take a bath any
time he wanted. Now he is shut up
in reservations where there is not so
much water to be found.

Indians are often blamed for being
cruel without reason. They are some-
times cruel in fighting, but when you
read of white men burning Indian
camps with defenseless women and
children you will not wonder at thelr
beine cruel

Indians also have great endurance.
They can go a day without eating.
What white man could put red hot
coals under their arms and hold there
as the young braves have to.

Indians are great swimmers, hunt-
ers, and trailers. They can swim
mcross rivers, hunt amidat the thick-
est of forests, and follow a trail that
te a white man is almost Inwvisible.

JOHN McDOWELL, Age 13.

Stenington.

Bide-a-Wee.

My house which I have affectionate-
Iy named Ride-a-Wee, is a large. hand-
some building, standing soms distance
from the street, from which In the
noonday’s heat my home a
bit of Paradise to my eyes. The hard,
smooth carriage roagd leads through a
great iron gate, guarded by two, large,
bronsze, lifeiike lions which have
frightened many A Youngster. Next
comes a large, long. green lawn, dot-
ted here and there with tall trees, with
long, drooping branches and on its
left a little brook flows gally along.

Across this brook three foot bridges
have been built, all of which are lat-
ticed and over-grown by swest honey-
suckle vines,

The gardens are beautiful with their
massive rose bushes and shrubs,
These gardens are surrounded on all
sides by tall, hirch trees, and venerable
oaks. In the back of the house is a
tennis court and far In the distance
are seemingly endless fields of é&orn,
cotton and sugar.

The house is a rather
storied and painted white. A double
piezza stretches around three wsides
of the house, whose pillara are inter-
vined with ramblers, honey-suckles
and climbing vines, all so closely In-
terwoven as to give the appearance of
a molid mass of follage.

The interior of the house iz no less
beautiful than the exterior. There are
geven large rooms and two small kiteh-
ens on the first floor. In the library
and breakfast room, the walls are

Jlow, two-

5y with the exception of the

which are covered with tiles. There are
large open fire places in five of the
rooms.

Upstairs thers are five bedrooms,
with separate baths. The paper on
these walls is a soft. creamy color, or
pale pink, or blue. These rvoms are
rather low, but are lastefully arrang-
ed, giving them all a homelike appear-

ance.
FLOSSIE METER, Age 1.
Taftville,

A Visit to a Mussum.

When 1 was in the fourth grade in a
New York school my teacher took vSs
to a museum. We had to ride a long
distance on the car.

We arrived at the museum at §
o'clock. In the doorway theres was a
man who acted as a guide and ex-
plained different things to us.

In one room there were large statues
of Grant, Lincoiln and other famous
men.

In another room thers was an Indian
tent in which sat an Indfan family.
Tn the different cases around thes room
were Indlan clothes and moccasins.

2 Lt‘tler ‘:‘ mmk:. umh whars we
oun: o pamphlets, manu-
and skeletons of animals.

We started home late, but we were
very much pleased with the things we

BAWw. 2
Yantic. S 38:

Lest in the Waeds.

One day some children were playing
in the woods. They

A« th were walking they
looking :{ the beautiful birds, trees
and flowers. Some of the children
picked some flowers to malks wreaths.

Soon it was dinper time, so they
eat down on the grass and ate

lunch. After they had eaten thair
iunch they began through the
wooda, talking and :

Then one the s safd: “7 thfnk
we had

e “fime.
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colts seemed to know what we
were She would go quite direct
(. those wicked colts could bes
found, and we wouid chase them homse
in a hurry.

One night we heard a queer noise
in the barn. Father drew himself out
of bed and went to see what the noise
could be. You can e his agton-

ishment when he found Julitte stand-
with the ralsed pump handle in
her mouth, trying to pump water,
while the three coits, with unbounded
confidence in héy ability, stood at_the
trough, watching her with ex t
eyes.

KATHERINE GORMAN, Age 12.

Versailles.

A Thrilling Rescue.

Three of us boys went for 3 walk
by a dam. and seeing A raft in the
water we got on. The youngest hoy
sat in the middie. T was steering and
the oldesat boy was pushing. We went
out a little way and turned around,
when the raft startsd to rock.

The eidest boy jumped out, the raft
and we got flung into the watsr.
None of us could swim. The oidest
boy was standing on the bank, yelling
“Help! Help!™ but did nothing to save
us.

The wyoungest boy started to cry as
he was golag down, and caught hold
of my leg. The twio of us went down.
When we came up he was on my back.
I was s0 much frightened that I start-
od to kick and rmake my arms go. as
I had meen people awim. 1 wag much
surprised to see theat kept above
water,

At last T saw the raft. Tt was about
five feet in front of me. T caught hold
of it and drew the boy and myself on.
Then, breaking a piece of the raft, 1
rowed to shore and we dried our
clothea. ]

Tt was a good lesson for the boih of
us, because we learned to swim.

JOHN KURTZ.

Yantic,

i

I

The Abandoned Baby.

One day as I went on my way to
school I thought 1 would take a short
cut through the woods. Near an old
stump of a tree | saw something which
‘ooked to me like a fox; at least the
color made me think so. Picking up
a stick to defend myseif. I walked
over where the animal lay. When I
reached there I saw it was not a fox
but a little animal with long thin
legs.

I had seen pictures of deers and they
looked large and bright eyed, so I
never thought of this little sleepy-
looking animal being a baby deer. 1
#id not have time to call anyone, =0 [
kept on to school, but all day I kept
thinking of the queer little animal.
When school was out I went home the
same route I came and there was my
fittle animal; but it was breathing
hard and rolling its eyes as though in

I called my brother and he picked
up the scared little thing and we car-
ried it home. We tried to feed it but
it could not eat. All our efforts to
restore it were in valn, and in a short
ume it gasped and the baby deer was
no more.

I felt sorry, for I thought I might
raise it and have it for a pet: but I
was more than surprised when 1 found
that it was a deer, for I never expect-
ed to get so close to one. My father
sald it must have been abandoned by
Its mother, or perhaps its mother was
shot or trapped. and the little one
died from starvation and cold.

BFERTHA ADELM

AN, 11.
Yantic. T

The Lion and the Bear.

A lion and a bear chanced to fall
upon a fawn at the same time and they
began to fight for it. They fought so
fercely that at Iast they fell down en-
tirely worn out and aimost dead.

A fox passing that way saw them
stretched out and the fawn dead be-
tween them. He stole in slyly, seized
the fawn and ran away with it for his
own dinner.

they saw this they could not
but they cried out: ‘“"What
wratches we are to take all this trou-
ble for the fox!"™

This fable teaches us that when two
rml fall to fighting for something a

ird person is apt to get (L.

LAWRENCE GAUTHIER, Age 12,

Brooklyn.

stir,

My Trip Up the Hudsen.
I went on a visit to my uncle's. 7T
{ went by the way

of New Ven, y uncle met us at
rt. there we took an
ear to his home in Westport.

From West-

The boat was the Hendrick Hud-
son.

nummdup::og:&monm
interesting thing w Palisades.
The perpendicular rocks look as if they
+ cut out by an artist. As we sail-

walls were all covered with snow.

.
[

square
To the one that's down and out.™

wonderful pisce of mechanism in the
world.

As we salled on we reached West
Point, where the famous U. S. Mil-
academy is located. Hera they

next stop was
we styed over
Hill we viewed

On the returm trip we noticed the
trains disappear in holes in the moun-
taina which resembled cat holes, and
appeared on the other side of the
mountain in the same manner.

We arrived &t New York at 7 p. m.
Reached uncie’s home at 19.30 p. m. I
enjoyed the trip very much.
HORTENSE P. VALLETTE, Age 13.

Baltic.

The Autobiography of a Mouse.

I was born in an old trunk in the
garret. When I became older 1
thought of seeking a new home in spite
of my mother's warnings abouyt being
caught in mouse traps, by cats, etc. I
thouzht .1 would move Into the cup-
board, because I knew it contained

1 was a daring mouse and I thought
I would take a chance at getting some
~heese, because | was getting very hun-
Rry indesd.

I heard the doorbell ring and I knew
this was my chance, as the cook had
to answer it. I peeked ocut of my little
bouse so as to be sure the big black
cat wasn't around.

I jumped up Into the cheesebox and
I was having such a fine time eating
cheese that I did not hear the cook
coming until she exclaimed: “"Good-
ness me! you little rascal! How dare
you start eating the cheese that I was
going to make sandwiches out of?
Beut! and don't let me see you here
again.”

1 was quite afraid after my experi-
ence with the cook, and I thought of
taking a trip to my mistress’ room.

1 spled a pretty blue hat on the bed,
trimmed in bright red cherries and a
pretty blue ribbon. 1 set to work and
chewed the red cherrles into bits and 1
gsnawed the pretty ribbon into shreds.

The next morning was Easter and 1|
was awakened by my mistress’ axcla-
mations; she was saying: “0O dear®' My
new Easter hat, all torn and dilapi-
dated. I'm sure Kitty didn't do that.
Come, Kitty, find the mouse.™

When I heard this I ran home 1o
my mother and remained there. [ have
a very lively and merryv life.

MILDRED DUNN, Age 13,

Norwich.

A Fortunate Incident.

The bleak December days had ar-
rived in New York eclty. Tommy
Burns in his ragged clothes and worn-
out shoes was slowly returning to the
tenement where he &and his mother
lived. His mother was ill. Tommy
had spent the waning hours of day-
light in a valn endeavor tn procure
encugh monsy to buy, for her, some
much needed medicine and food. His
papers were slow In selling and he
returned to the tenement with but a
few pennies in his pocket.

The doctor who had kindly offered
his services [iad told Tommy that two
hundred dollars would save his moth-
er's life.

Tommy affectionately tended to his
mother’s wants and once more startad
into the night. He had fifteen cents
left. He went down to a cheap res-
taurant and ordered a small lunch.

There were two other occupants of
the restaurant. They were sipping
their whiskey. The Adrink had evr-
dently loosened their tongues. They
were conversins lowly and did not
know Tom had entered. )

The one addressed as' Marner said
with a coarse laugh, “Just think five
hundres dollars for me. TReward for
Johnston murder. There's many a
mile " 'n me.” Uncon-
sclously he had 1iftad his volce.

Tommy heard and understood what
he meant. Tom had read in the pa-
per of the murder of O. K. Johnston,
a prominent Chicagoan. A
$500 had been offered for information
Jeading to the arrest of the assassin.

Marner, the murderer, evidently
thought that by losing himself in the
city he would not be discovered.

Tommy slipped out quietly and told

liceman d Marner

as use he
would maks of It. Tommy told of his
mother's illness.

When he returned to the tensment
that night he was in Mr. Johnston's
big touring cat. Mr. Johnston's had
Tommy®s mother taken to a hospital
The operation waa successful. The

look brighter for Tommy
and his mother, than they have for

JOHN CUSHMAN, Age 14,

Little by Little.
Tt was a dark and gloomy day in
February. The sky was gray and
cloudy.
“1 think it is molnx to snow,” said
Mr. Smith, “T must hurry or I will
the storm.™ :

=

It anowed all day and
and stons

When Mr. Smith came home he was
“Oh it is a terri-

a about t-'u'mr-
'.'.m'ur Smith,

L g
a path to the barn,
 the
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of Bilvertown, New Jersey., had de-
cided to take

west.

They had gotten as far as Red

in

They were out wealking one day
when Charlie slipped and fell; the firat
thing that Scolt knew about it was a
yell from his chum under the ground.
Scott turned around and saw a hole.
Thinking orly of his chum he jumped
into the hole. Switching on his flash-
light he saw a large cava with veins
of gold on the wall, going to another
chamber he saw a faint streak of light
following path. He found his chum
outside and from there they walked to
their cabin.

That night Scott could mot sieep.
He woke up about twe o'clock and
thought he would take a little walk in
the open air.

Unconsciously he sauntersd towards
the scene of the other afternoon's
episode, He =aw John Gotrocks, @&
man known to have the fastest auto-
mobile In Arizona. His first thought
was that Gotrocks was going to jump
the claim or say he had discovered
the mine and make it out in his own

name.

In the mo Scott got intp the
“Sand Bug" a called his automeo-
bile to make out the papers for him
and Tharlie Lawton at Tuscon.

Gradually he raised the lever and
the speed increased. About ten miles
from Red Rock he saw Gotrocks
diteched In the road. He crowded on
still more speed and crashed through
the bushes past Gotrocks. He arrived
at the assayer's office and had Jjust
made out the clalm papers when
Gotrocks arrived to find that his evil
designs had heen defeated.

Charilie Tawton and Scott Newgate
worked on the clalm during the sum-
mer and in the fall, after a brief stay
at Silvertown, they entered Prince-
ton.

FREDERICK CUSHMAN, Age 15

Stoningion.

LETTERS TO UNCLE JED.

Cruelty to Animals.

Pear Uncle Jed: One dreary, cold

winter night a poor, jet black xitten
came to our door. It . was almost
starved, the owner having pur it out
in the enow to find its own food. 1 Jet
her into the house and gave her miik
und food. [ did not let her out that
night, but the next day wolld couldn't
make her leave Lhe house, so she stay-
ed with us.
A few weeks ago on A Sunday after-
noon about § o'clock she went out. In
lers than half an hour she returned
with an Injured back, a cruel dog had
been teasing her. He bit her back so
hard that she could not drag her two
hind legs along. For a week she was
lika this. Slowly the wound healed up,
but net pepod. -

Last week she hecame sick again and
died. Now don't
these cruel dogs ought to he done
away with instead of a poor harmieas
cat?

UNSIGNED.

The Discovery of New Haven.
Dear Uncle Jed: Once there wers
two little irls. Thelr names wer>
Lillie and Violet. Thelr home was in
a beautiful country of Haven. Liillie

own, besides a great many wonderful
things, Iincluding gardens, rabbits and
heautiful toys.

Their father and mother wera vary
Zood religious people, and though they
were rich themselves, they id not
forget the poor.

women,

One evening after Lillie and Violst
had gone to and their father and
mother, whose names were Mr. and
Mrs. Lafayette, were sitting together
in their beautiful parior all furnished
in velvat and gold, Mr. Lafayette sud-
denly paused in the middle of a piece
he’ was playing on the planola, and
said, "My dear wife, It would be
splendid if we got some poor children
to make them happy.”

So the wife agreed to get them and
soon they were zoing. As they got off
the train they saw two children, very
dirty and ragged. They were selling
newspapers, the boy asked of Mr. La-
fayette, “Do you want a papaer.” Then
Mr. Lafayette said, ‘Come with me to
my home to see Lillle and Violet They
wiil be glad to see you, and the giri
and boy followed.

» When they got home Lillle and Vio-
let were glad to see them.

Mrs. Lafayetta told Violet to take
them upstairs and dress up. =o they
went up and soon they were dressed
up and going for a walk with Lillle
and Violet, very happy indeed in thelr
new home.

When they got In ths woods the boy
said, "let us sit down and rest a
while. When they had sat a littis
while the boy sald, ""What is that thing
coming here?”

Then Violet said: “That is & herd of
buffaloes. ILet us get out of the way.”

The bhoy msald: “This place has not
been trodden on by any creature, so
we will live here. They lived thers
sald, "“We have discovered

said,

be nice. So they named it New ¥Ha-

ven, and they thanked Mr. and Mrs

Lafayette for taking ocare

when they were poor and ragged.
TLEBANOR DAYON, Age 172,

Plalwheald.

| ——— e e
The Wise Elephant.
Dear Uncle Jed: Once a
gave a baby elephant to an
Aan. She took good care of h
soon became very fond of him.
children in the villags called

to the other build- | ts

you think some of

and Violet had each a pony of her’

They wished thelr
jittle girls to grow up to be noble

A
i

§i

Hollow brook.
The water falls In thia brook wers very

brother had a camera and so

My
hadil.- We took quite & few pictures
the brool.

up. 4
on the walls of the station.
we had watched the brook &

in the by water fall on It,
slipped and fell and foll in. T got wat

up te my h We have a very pleas-
ant time, axcept when 1 fell in.
cH N. BRUSH, Age 11,
Fltchville.

He Ran Away from Home.
Dear Uncle Jed: One time when I
was six years oid T had to bring wood
and water for the house. 1 thought
my brother, who is two years older
than 1 am, 4id not do his share, so
I thought I would go and live with a
neighbor about two miles away.

I told my folks the night before that
I was going away to stay. They
thought 1 was fooling them, but the
next morning I got up sariy and start-
eod before breakfast. After they had
locked for me my grandmother tele-
phoned to them to find out if T was
there and told them to send me home.

i came back home and T have never
run away again. This is a true story.
HARRY HUGHENE STIMSON, Age &

North Windham,

The Squirrel and the Wolf.

Dear Uncle Jed: A squirrel was
lesaping from limbd to Umb and rell
right upon a siteping wolf. Thes wolf
jumped up Bnd was golng to deyour
him: but the squirrel beggad the 1
to let him go. The woll sald, "All
right, T will let you go on condition
that you tel] me why it is that you
squirrels are always so v? T am
always melancholy, but see YOu
playing and leaping all the time in the
trees.”

The squirre! sald, “Let me go firat
and then [ will tell you, but nmow I
am afrald of you."

The wolf-let him go, and ths squir-
rell leaped up into a trae and from
there It said, “You are melancholy be-
cause you are bad, Wickedness con-
sumes your heart. But we are happy
hecanas we are good and 4o no one
any harm.”

WILLIE LI PAGE Age 19.

Versaiiles.

Looking for s Magie Spring.

Dear Uncle Jed: T am going to tell
you about Ponce De Leon’s quest for a
fountain.

When Pones T Laon was at the
age of fifty years he saw that his halr
wa#a growing gray and the wrinklea
were growing dceper.

Just then he heard of a strange
story. Somewhere to the northward
was an island on which was a magic
fountain. Whoever drank from it
would become young asain.

in 1513 Ponce De l.eon started on
his wvoy in search for this fountain,

Day nﬂer day they salled from Isl-
and to isiland. At each island they
drank from the springs and bathed
in the streams, but no on=s hecame any
younger.

One Aay as thsy came near shere
they saw a land bright with flowers
8o they named it Plorida. Fle went o
Cuba to tell about the land. He died
soon after. i

The magic fountain was never dis-

ered.
s ALICE SUGRUE, Age 9.
Wauregan.

My School.

Dear Unecle Jed: I go to the Gur-
leyville school which is just a little
way from my home. 1 o home for
my dinner.

?rho schoolhouse is painted white on
the outside. Inside the walls are green
There are

There are six bl n.
five rows of desks. There are thirty-
three deska.

My er is Miss Bliss. T like her.

There are thi.rtr-on; scholars. Four-
teen of them are giris.

1 am in the ssventh grade. There
ars five other children in the seventh

grade 1
i i oy geography.

agriculture,
arithmetlc, language, physiology,
spelling, reading and history.
BL gﬂemlnt's day we had a valen-
box at school and I had seven
valentines.
In winter when it Is good asliding
{ take my sled to school and slide
down the hill which ls in the school-

yard.
T like to go to school very much,
ATFREDA K. WALKER, Age 12,
Mansfield Center.

Eleanor’s Dolls.

Dear Uncle Jed: Some time ago I
wrote to the Wide-Awakes about my¥
trip to Fishers Island. and this time
I going to write about my dolls.

ﬁun seven dolls, which T recelved
as gifts. I Jove to play with my dolls.
But the ome I like the best is the one
my cousin brought me {rom Winnepeg,

nitoba, Canada.

“.ﬂf aumnt was afraid it would be
broken: but when she openad her
trunk, Dolly was safe and - ound, and

very pretty. Bhe had a white
silk Aress on. [ named her Iris, for
her eyes wers a pretty shade of bloe.
I have had her three years and a half;

4 she fs just as good as new.
“l love to play with my dolls after
1 that some of the Wide-

Awakes have just as many dolls as 1

v i BLEANOR HEINRICH, Age §.
Taftville. g

A Thoughtisss Boy.

Dear Uncle Jed: One day whils @
was at the seashore I found my cuusin
Walter and his friend Dave playing on
the beach. With them was Trixey,
Walter's dog, who sesmed quite tired
out, as he had Leen swimming in the
surf, and going after sticks that Dave
threw Into the water.
Walter was nafrald to let him go
::.h. but Dave kept him going until

poor creature was fairly tréembling

with cold and fatigue. As he came
¢|run1 his stick up the sand and
1aid it at Walter's fest the Iittle me tor
hugged him and said: “There, now,

i fjihat's enough. You shan't go ;.y«‘

!

5
¥

r .

‘;:'hy not prevent these distresing
wticura yous(

sided by touch

the first signs of

TOT OF MOTS
clﬂl':”ﬂ.
Retura

ma
every-day toilet Soa
of gntmylnl to he

“Japanese Cousin,” dia
Murphy of Norwich

are! It won't hurt him any “Hhat
ars you afraid of 7" peolded Davys

“Don‘'t send Lim again. It's
to urge him wien he doean’t want fo
go.” sald Phil, another boy, that now
came running up.

“*Oh, go on! Don’t vou be so wiss
sneered Dave ‘“There, Trizne juast
onre more! Good dog! Go on yw ™
and ha flung the stick far nto
surfl. Quick a+ o thought the it
spaniel was plunging aftar i1

“*Daon't let him go! He'se oo Lty
and I'm afrald the surf is Loa pir
for him,” pleaded Walter

“(Oh, Trixey, come back:!"” hs ca
and the faithful little ersature, ot
ent to his master, turned and star
for the shore.

“He shan't c.me bhack! I'm golng
to make him pet Lthat stick Go
there!” shouted Dave, throwing a stione
after tha dowm. N

His alm was only too tre Thae
atone hit the strugRling creaturs on the
head, and he disappearsd under he
water and the strong current from 1k
shora carried him out to ths ses

HELENA MAGEL, Age 1%

Jewestt City.

A Kind Mayor.

Dear Uncle Jed: A ragged litls
was peddling applen at Lhe
station of a greatl city. A train i
about to start. Just then a good look-
ing gentileman jumped off ihe
and asked the girl for 1% cenls’ wor®
of apples.

The girl counted the apples and
handed them (o him. Suddenly

train Eegan to move, and the sirmager
got on quickiy, without paying for th
rpples. He gave no attention to hes
at all, but laughed as she called ¢
for her money.

The mayor of the city was standing
by. The mayor was A man who J8%-
pised all meanncess Ho looked
angrily after the train. Then
the little girl by the arm and jad
home with him. You may be aur
received the full valus of her aj

When the goodl mayor learnsd
she was an orphan girl, without
home, he fourid a kind famii
were glad Lo take care of her
He was always

he A

'

Every

one llked the mayor.
friendly.
BAPRAH BOHATZ, Age
Yantle.

The Hill has not yet lifted iils facw
to heaven that persevermance will ol
gain the summit of at last.—Dickans,

“CASCARETS” FOR

HEADACHE, COLDS
LIVER, BOWELS

ENJOY LIFEI! DON'T 8TAY BIL
10US, SICK, HEADACHY AND
CONSTIPATED

GET RID OF BAD BREATH, SOUR
STOMACH, COATED TONGUE,
INDIGESTION.

Get a 10-cent box now
They're fine! Cascarsis
liver, clean your thirty feel of bawals
and sweslen your stomach. emt
one or two, like candy, belfors golng
to bed and In the morning your
ia clear, tongue s clean, stomach
swest, breath right and cold go
Get a box frop your druggist and sn
joy the niceat, gentiest liver and bow
cleansing 3ot éver experianced. Cas
carets stop sick headache, billoysnass,
indigestion. bad bLreath

Mothers should give & whole Cas
caret to croas, bilious, slek, feverin

fiven yogQs
¥ ou
hasd

e

and constiga -

o
r"
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